the mfi hmntalk Tragedy 
To fleere and Icorne at our foiemnity ? 

Now by the ftocke and honour of my kin, . 

To ftrike him dead I hold ic not a fin. 

C ap. Why how now kinfman ? wherefore ftorme you fo 7? 
Tib. Uncle this is a Momtagut our foe, 

A villaine that is hither come in fpighr, 

T o fcorne at our foiemnity this night. 

Cap.YomgRpmeo, is it? 

Tib- ’Tis he, that villaine Rpmee, 

Cap. Concent thee gentle Coze^ let. him alone* , 

A beares him like a portly Gentleman, 

And to lay truth Verona brags ofhim, ‘ 

To bea vertuous and well govern’d youth j 

1 would not for the wealth of all this Towne, 

Here in my houle doe him diiparagemcnt : 

Therefore be patient , take no note ofhim. 

It is my will, the which ifthou fe(pe£t. 

Shew a faireprelenee, andputoff thefe frownes s 
An ill beleeming (emblance for a feaft. 

T ib. It fits when fuch a villaine is a gneft, . 

Tie not endure him. 

Cap. He {ball be endured, 1 

W hat t goodman boy, I fay he Iball, goe too, . « 

Am I the Matter here or you ? goe too : 

You 1 1 not endure him, God fhall mend my Ibulej-,. ; 

You’l l make a muuny among my guefts,' .= ■ ^ 

You will let a cocke a hoope, you’il be the man,; 

T ib, W hy Uncle ’tis a ibame. 

C*b Goe too>.goetoo, •/ ... - 

You are a faucy boy : iftfo indeed ? 

This trick may chance to foath yon I know what.; 

You mutt contrary me, marry ’tis time : 

W ell laid my hearts : you are a Princox, goe, 

8c quiet, or (more light, more light for fhame) , 

2 ie make you.quiet (what) chearely my hearts. 

TY^.Patience perforce with wilfull choler meeting, M -i:/ 
*«l®s my flelh tremblein their different greeting; 

• ‘ ‘ I will' I 


ef Romeo and Julletv 

jfiwlll withdraw , but this intrufion (ball, 

Now teeming fweet, convert to bitter gall, txiti 

Rom. If I profane with my unworthieft hand. 

This holy fhrine,the gentle fiane is this, 

My lips two blufbing Pilgrims ready ftand. 

To imooth that rough touch with a tender kifle. 

Good Pilgrim, you doe wrong your hand too much, 
Which mannerly devotion (hewes in this. 

For Saints have hands that Pilgrims hands doe touch, 

.And palme to palme is holy, Palmers kifle. 

Rom. Have not Saints lips , and holy Palmers too ? 

Jnl. I Pilgrim, lips that they mutt uiein Prayer- 
Rom. O then deare Saint, let lips doe what hands doe. 

They pray, grant thou, left faith turne to defpaire. 

JhI. Saints doe not move, though grant for prayers lake. 
Rom. Then move not while my prayers efteft I take ; 

Thus from my lips by thine my firing is purg’d. 

jul. Then have my lips the finnethat they have tooke. 

Rom. Sin from my lips / O trcfpaffe fweetly urg’d : 

Give me my finne againe< 
jttl. You kifle bith booke, 

Nttrfe. Madam, your mother craves a word with you. 

Rom. What is her mother ? 

Ttyrfe. Marrie Batcheler, 

Her mother is the Lady of the houle, 

And a good Lady, and a wife and vertuous : 

I nurc’t her daughter that you talkt withall ; 

1 tell you he that can lay hold ofher, . 

Shall have the chinckes. 

R om. Is ibe a Capulet ? • 

O deare account my life is my foes debt. 

Ben. Away, be gone, the Iport is at the beft. 

Rom. I, fo I feare, the more is my unreft. 

Cap. Nay Gentlemen prepare not to be gone, 

W e have a trifling foolilb banquet towards : 

Is it e’en fo ? why thenl thanke you all, 

2 thanke you honeft Gentlemen, good night. . 
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